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without any hatred. [MARIANE turns to VALEICB,
end gives him a little smile.]
DORINE. Truth to tell, lovers are great fools!
VALERE [to MARIANE]. Now really! have I
no reason to complain of you; and, without an
untruth, are you not a naughty girl to delight ia
saying disagreeable things?
MARIANE. And you, are you not the most un-
grateful fellow , . ,
DORINE. Leave all this dehate till another
time, and let us think about averting this con-
founded marriage.
HAJRJANE. Tell us, then, what we are to do,
DORINE. We must do many things [/o MARI-
ANE]. Your father does but jest [to VALE&B] ;
and ft is all talk. [To MARIANE,] But as for
you, you had better appear to comply quietly
with his nonsense, so that, in case of need, it may
be easier for you to put off this proposed mar-
riage. In gaining time, we gain everything* Some-
times you can pretend a sudden illness, that will
necessitate a delay; then you can pretend some
evil omens, that you unluckily met a corpse, broke
a looking-glass, or dreamed of muddy water. In
short, the best of it is that they cannot unite yon
to any one else but him, unless you please to say
yes. But the better, to succeed, I think it advisable
that you should not be seen talking together. [To
VALERE,] Now go; and without delay, employ
your friends to make Orgon keep his promise to